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L. B. C. 

S. 



For the following pages, the results of a few solitary rides, the 
Greek Anthology has not only supplied some subject^) but may also 
perhaps, in the opinion of many, furnish several not usjapt quotations. 
The censorious may ask, with Marcus Argentarius, E^ya rt fjuu ita^txus, 
w yc^ ; the moralist may warn me, in the language of Isidorus, luuif 
ffiroiw' and some modem Lucianus may (too truly) assure me, i <rv 

To such Critics I might reply, from the same volume, with Maoe- 
donius — as these are, probably, valedictory verses — i^^ •l^vtnufM j^v^s 
iTt- propose the modest question of Fhilippus ThessaloniocBsis, rif 
^no; s% -kayaywifi or ofier the humbk deprecation of Lollius Bassus, 

But I feel assured that, without any intercession on my part, the 
kind and candid reader, for whom alone these Trifles are intended, 
will treat them kindly and ciLndidly ; and admit, that the Editor of 
Bp. Walton's Prolegomena to the Polyglott Bible may venially indulge 
in a little innocent recreation. 

Huwmanhy. F. W. 
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I'd be a Batterfly bora in a bower. 

Where roses and lilies^ond violets meet ; 
Roving for ever from flower to flower. 

And kissing all buds that are pretty and sweet! 
I'd nev^r languish for wealth, or for power ; 

I'd never sigh to see slaves at my feet : 
I'd be a Butterfly bora in a bower. 

Kissing all buds that are pretty and sweet 



O could I pflfer the wand of a fairy, 

I'd have a pair of those beautiful wings : 
Their summer-day's ramble is sportive and airy. 

They sleep in a rose when the nightingale sings. 
Those, who have wealth, must be watchful and wary; 

Power, alas ! nought but misery l)ring8 ! 
Pd be a Butterfly sportive and airy, 

Rock'd in a rose when the nightingale sings ! 



What, though you tell me each gay little rover 

Shrinks from the breath of the first autumn day ! 
Sure it is better, when summer is over. 

To die when all fair things are fading away. 
Some in life's winter may toil to discover 

Means of procuring a weary delay — 
I'd be a Butterfly; living, a rover. 

Dying when fair things are fading away ! 
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Ab 1 sim Papilio natus in ikMculo, 

Ro«e abl liliaque et viole halent; 
Floribus advolans, avolana, osculo 

Gemmulas tangensy que auav^ dient ! 
Seeptra et opes ego neutiqnam postolo. 

Nolo ego ad pedes qui se volutent : — 
Ah ! sim Papilio natus in flosculo, 

Osculans genunas quiae soet^ olenti 



Magicam si possem virgam fuimri^ 

Alas has pulcras aptem ml, eheu ! 
^stiTis acUs diebus in aire, 

RosA cubant Philomels cantu. 
Opes quid afferunt P— cnrasy somnum nur^ : 

Seeptra nil pneter serumnas, eheu ! 
Ah ! sim Papilio ; die volans aere, 

RosA Cubans Philomels cantu! 



Quemque horum vagnlum dicis honore 

Frigora autnmni ferire suo : 
^stas quando abiit> mallem ego mori* 

Omni quod dulce est cadente pulcro. 
9rum» qui cupiunt captentlabore 

Gandia , et moras breves trahunio— 
Ah ! sim Papilio : Tivam in errore* 

Conddamque omni cadente pulcro! 



■■0s^- 



II. 



Oh ! Folly caught me, as I slept 

Upon a lilac ^ray ; 
And spiirh'd me, when his band had swept 

My golden down away. 
Look at my braised and. broken wing, 

Twill be«ur me hence no more : 
The flowers will bloom, the birds will sing. 

Bat my summer-flight is o'er. 
Alas ! alas ! how very brief 

Is pleasure's brightest ray ! 
The sun, that warms the summer-leaf. 

Will hasten it's decay. 



I was the Insect-Queen, and oft 

On me admirers gazed ; 
And, as in sport I soar'd aloft. 

My beauty has been praised. 
But other triflers wiU be found 

To grace the garden now; 
And other wings will hover rouiid 

My own sweet lilac bough. 
Alas! alas! how very brief 

Is pleasure's bright^t ray ! 
The sun, 'that warms the'sutemer-Ieaf^ 

Will hasten it's decay. 
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2. 



Obdoruuentem ityringi 

Me Moria cepit ; 
£^ awrei plumis land 

Decussi^ mox sprevit 
Vires, Tiden', me deserunt ; 

Ferre ala non potest : 
Flores virent^ aves caDunt — 

Hie mt manendum est ! 
Heu ! odme qu^ brev) interit, 

Quodcunque |>i«iiitet ! 
IdeXQ rosam Phodbus perdit, 

i£stiva quo oalet. 



Hegina eram, quam plurimus 

iSecutus est amans; 
Volarexn sicubl altiiis. 

Effuse melaudans. 
Imddet alter, ah ! meae « 

Cure Psyche levis ; 
Meaeque fios syringulae 

Ciijgetiur ahis. 
Heu! Qtnne qucbn brevi inteiit, 

Quodcunqae prenitet ! 
Idem i^osam Ph<Bbii8 perdit, 

JBsliva quo calet 
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III. 

I'm a volatile thing, with an exquisite wing^ 

Sprinkled o'er with the tints of the rainbow ; 
All the Butterflies swarm to behold my sweet form* 

Though the Grubs may all vote me a yain beau. 
I my toilet go through, with my rose-water dew. 

And each blossom contributes it's essence ; 
Then ell fragrance and grace, not a plume out of place, 

I adorn the gay world with my presence — 
In short, you must know, 
I'm the Butterfly Beau. 

At first I enchant a fair Sensitive plant. 

Then I flirt with the Pink of perfection : 
Then I seek a sweet Pea, and I whisper; '* For thee 

** I hav^ long felt a fond predilection." 
A Lily I kiss, and exult in my bliss, 

But I very soon search for a new lip ; 
And I pause in my flight to exclaim with delight, 

"Oh ! how dearly I love you, my Tulip !" — 
In short, you must know, 
I'm the Butterfly Beau. 

Thus for ever I rove, and the honey of love 

From each delicate blossom I pilfer; 
But though many I see pale and pining for me, 

I know none that are worth growing ill for: 
And though I must own, there are some that I've known. 

Whose external attractions are splendid ; 
On myself I must doat, for in my pretty coat 

All the tints of the garden are blended — 
In short, you must know, 
I'm the Buttei:fly Beau. 



Res sum levicula, nitidissimi qMl, 

Iridisque refulgeo luce : 
Visum me properant quotquot Psyche volant, | 

Rideant lici^t omnes Erucse. | 

Me rite como, rosse rore lavo, 

Flos et qiiisque mt pnebet odores ; j 

Elegans, agilis, curatisque comis I 

Turn mirandus intermeo flores — | 

Scitote enim me I 

Bellulissimum esse. 

Mimosam in primis levibus peto alls, , 

Mox Caryophylla saluto : 
Dein Pisa quaero, dicens ; " Vos deamo, I 

"Ceterisque precellere pnto/' 
liiliumque osculor, basioque fmor. 

Donee nova spectdro labella ; 
niinc tunc avolo, lastus et clamito, 

" Tu, Tulipa, mt sola pulcheUa'*— 

Scitote enim me ^ 

Bellulissimum esse. < 

Sic erro levis, et cujusque floris 

Spolia ampla sic refero mella : i 

Clamat nemo de me 'lo triumphe/ 

Lic^t amhiat plurima bella. 
Nonnullas, fateor^ ego ad tempus sequor, 

Nitor extents quas decoravit ; 
Memetipsum at amem, ciigus omne restem 

Quod in hortulo splendet omavit — 
Scitote enim me 
Bellulissimum esse. 
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IV. 



My own Blue Bell ! my pretty Blue Bell ! 
I never will rove where Roses dwell : 
My wings you view of your own bright hue* 
And oh ! never doubt that my heart's true blue! 
Though oft I own, I have foolishly flown 
To peep at each bud that was newly blown ; 
I now have done with folly and fun. 
For there's nothing like constancy under the sun. 
My own Blue Bell! my pretty Blue Bell! 
I never will rove where Roses dwdUl: 
My wings you view of your own bright htm. 
And oh ! never douibt that my hearf a tnse bljue ! 



Some Belles are Blttes, invoking the muse, 
And talking of vast intellectual views; 
Their crow-quill's tip in the ink they dip. 
And they prate with the lore of a learned lip : 
Blue bells like these may be wise as they please. 
But I love my own Blue Bell that bends in the breeze : 
Pride passes her by — ^but she charms my eye 
With a tint, that resembles the cloudless sky. 
My own Blue Bell ! my pretty Blue Bell ! 
I never will rave where Roses dwell : 
My wings you view of your own briglil hue. 
And oh ! never doubt that my heart*k true hhuJ 
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O Campanula ! mea Campanula ! 
Ml in posterum nulla visetur Rosa : 
En ! tui similes gero pennas ales, 
Cordique fixo stat colore fides ! 
Seduxit saepd nova gemmula-me — 
Fasso mihi. Campanula, ah ! ignosce. 
Valetote, joci ; tuque, Moria, abi ; 
Melius nil enim fide visum est soli. 
O Campanula ! mea Campanula ! 
Mi in posterum nulla visetur Rosa : 
£n ! tui similes gero pennas ales, 
Cordique fixo stat colore fides ! 



Sunt campanss* queedam csdr ula^, 
<2u8e de mente crepant litteratissim^ : 
Atramento plumam mersant summam, 
Garriuntque quod venerit in buccam. 
Sapiant istse perplurimd ! 
Capit auri quassata Campanula me : 
Prsterit fastus ', at ml oculus 
Recreatur his sudi coloribus. 

O Campanula! mea Campanula ! 

Mt in posterum nulla visetur Rosa : 

En ! tui similes gero pennas ales, 

Cordique fixo stat colore fides ! 

* Quidni et hoc verbo ejusmodi femiaas denotemus, uipot^ qus soDitam 
unt&m pler&mqe edant ? Nonne in mentem nobis aliquand6 venitpro voce 
GalKdL helleif deletA litter& e, substituere beU$ f Indft poiT6, tmeri quAdam 
ard6cio8ft, quod miretur lector, campan-nl^t ; eodem prontU mode, quo Blue- 
B9lU$ f 

(Mart. Scribl.) 
B 
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V. 



Long ago, ere my wings were nnfurPd, 

When I lay in a chrysalis state; 
I was ugly, neglected, unfit for the world. 

And despised by the gay and the great: 
If I ventured to utter a word. 

My voice in an instant was hushM ; 
And, when trampled upon, it was voted absurd 

In a Grub to resist being crush'd. 



But my fortunes improved, and I rose 

In the world on the wings of success; 
And I very soon found I was foUoVd by those. 

Who once laugh'd at my manners and dress : 
The blossoms of beauty, that spum'd 

Long ago so degrading a match, 
Now when I perch'd near to them smilingly tum'd; 

For they thought me a pretty good catch. 



This, I own, is a fanciful theme; 

Yet 'tis not without meaning, you*ll find : 
For the loves of the Butterflies, small though they seem. 

May resemble the loves of mankind — 
The Grub, that is slighted to-day 

As a suitor presuming and bold. 
May perhaps be received in a diflferent way, 

When soaring on pinions of gold. 



n 
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5. 



AU nondom ezplictttA pckiem 

Dam chrysalis mem fiii» 
Tents yelnt inhabilem 

Sprey^re me nitiduli : 
Fors verba proferre paro— 

Ne hisoeie mi liosit;. 
Pede si qui pressure mdo, 

Obsistere noza Mt. 



Ubi pakiiov ire dies 

Coepil^ alA sublsflii feror ^ 
Qnsqiieaatd ris4fe lev68> 

Qm tempeevalMHBpla nidem, 
Connubiaqtle wfniit, 

Amplectitor appetentem, 
Prsdamqae motata evedit. 



Pbantaamsta hiic ene diee^ 

Sensa sed kaad ilia carent : 
Nostsikm qs^ip^ cupidines 

Hominimi feid fiuta exMbent— • 
Qm aamqiie kodi^ fiigifcar, 

Utaadaribr! idemanieis 
AUUr pvta xedfiitnr 

Cms per setiieni reetoa alis. 
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VI. 



The Butterfly was a gendeman. 

Of no very good repute; 
And he roved in the sunshine all day long. 

In his scarlet and purple suit: 
And he left his lady-wife at home 

In her own secluded bower; 
Whilst he, like a bachelor, flirted about 

With a kiss for every flower. 



His lady-wife was a poor glow-worm. 

And seldom from home she'd stir; 
She loved him better than all the world. 

Though little he cared for her. 
Unheeded she pass'd the day — she knew 

Her lord was a rover then ; 
But, when night came on, she lighted her lamp 

To guide him over the glen. 



One night the wanderer homeward came. 

But he saw not the glow-worm's ray : 
Some wild-bird saw the neglected one. 

And flew with her far away. 
-Then beware, ye Butterflies ell, beware 

If to you such a time should come : 
Forsaken by wandering lights, you'll wish 

You bad cherish'd the lamp at home. 
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Papilio bellus homo fuit, 

Famseque non optimaB ; 
Per aprica volavit is usque loca, 

Puq>ureA cum veste. 
Domique^ ceo carcere, seclusam 

Dereliquit coiyugem ; 
Ipse, ooelibis instar vagi, foris 

Quemque osculans vah ! florem. 



Cicindela fuit tenuis conjux, 

Prodiit quee vix usquam ; 
£a hunc deperibat unicd, 

ParAm hie redamabat earn. 
Neglecta diem trlTit— vagum 

Tunc errare Tirum scibat : 
Accendit at lampada vespeii^ 

Quae fax redeunti erat 



Fors nocte domum rediens erro 

Haud lampada conspicit : 
Hanc viderat accipiter spretam^ 

Secumque rapax tulit. 
— Cave ergo, papilio, si tibi 

Ea venerit tempestas, 
Frustrd obscumm per iter velles 

Domi lampada foveras. 
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VII. 



Round my own pretty Rose Iliave hover'd all day; 
I have seen it's sweet leaves^ one by one fall away : 
They are gone — ^they are gone — but I go not with them; 
No^ I linger to weep o'er the desolate stem. 
They say — ' If I rove to the South, I shall meet 
With hundreds of Roses more fair and more sweet :' 
But my heart, when Pm tempted to wander, replies; 
" Here my first love— my last love — ^my only love lies.'^ 



When I sprang from the home where my plumage was nurst, 
'Twas my own pretty Rose that attracted me first 
We have loved all the summer; and now that the chill 
Of the winter comes o'er us, Pm true to thee still. 
When the last leaf is withered, and falk ta the earth. 
The false one to southerly climea may £y finrth : 
But Truth cannot fly from his sorrow ; ha die^ 
Where his first love — ^his last love — ^hi& only love lies. 
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BeUulam meam rosam circnmvolito 
Totom diem^ et folia sparsa gemo : 
Abi^re — abi^re — ast ego non uni ; 
Flens cauli nudato assideo : — '' Eia> 
*' Ad austnim volitato ; ibl palcriores 
" Rosasqae, et roseta centena cemes : — " 
Incassikm monentibus cor respondet, 
'' Hie amata prima, ultima, sola jacet" 



Crevenmt ubi nascenti m! alse, 

Percussit ibi mea bellala me : 

Vidit flsstas amantes ; nunc bruma riget, 

At baud mens amor brumal^ friget. 

Sparsis foliis^ fugax amasiae 

Ad aastrom volitArit oblitus suae — 

Fides mea vel moribimda quseret, 

Ubl amata prima, ultima, sola jacet 
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VIII. 



Each bower has beauty for me. 

There's a charm in each blossom that blows; 
And, if absent the Lily should be, 

I shall do very well with the Rose : 
If Roses are not in the way, 

ril fly to a Hyacinth soon; 
And I never will quarrel with May, 

For wanting the Roses of June. 
No I no ! 'tis my pleasure to chase 

Each pretty bud under the sun : 
Why should I insult the whole race, 

By a silly selection of one ? 



I love each exotic, that deigns 

In a climate like this to expand ; 
And my heart it's affection retains 

For the bloom of my dear native land: 
In summer's gay mansions I dwell. 

And since summer so soon will be past, 
Though I love her first bud very well, 

I have love in reserve for her last. 
Yes! yes! 'tis my pleasure to chase 

Each pretty bud under the sun : 
Why should I offend the whole race 

By a silly selection of one ? 



n 



8. 



Hortus mihi quisque placet. 

Est flosculus quisque suavis ; 
Et Lilio absentee lubet 

Memet recreare Rosis : 
£xtempl6 Hyacmthum sequor, 

yag;aiitl si R^sa desit; 
Nee Maio de mease queror, 

Qa6d Juaiam haud genuit 
Ah ! Bon ; mifai est volope 

Omnem lijg^urire ilorem : 
Unmn seligens stolide, 

Totmn genus cur irritem ? 



Flos quisque mi ridet» oris 

Qui bospes in his vigeat; 
Nee iloribns in patriis 

Est, qui mihi non rideat : 
Domum mihi grat4 prsebet 

.£stas— eeleris sed abit!^^ 
Et gemmula prima placet^ 

Nee ultima non piacuit. 
Sic est — ^mihi est volupe 

Omnem ligurire florem : 
Unum seligens stolid^, 

Totum genus cur cruciem? 
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IX. 



One mora I left my boat, to stray 

In yon island's dewy bowers; 
I cullM ifs sweets, and sailed away 

With my stolen store of flowers: 
The west wind bore me o'er the flood. 

My prize from the son I shaded ; 
But, ere evening came, the fairest bud 

In my lovely wrenth was faded ! 



That eve, when nought but sea and sky 

In the dreary prospect blended, 
A little blue-wing'd Butterfly 

Upon the deck descended : 
It nestled near the Rose, ifs wing 

Then lost ifs buoyant power; 
And I saw the insect withering 

Beside ifs own poor flower. 
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9. 



Cymbam mane liqui, caxnpum 

Roscidum pererratunis ; 
Lectisque iloribus, domum 

Cum Bpoliis reyersunis: 
Et, fiante Zephjrro, solem 

Manu flosculis arcebam ; 
Vesperi — coroUsheu! florem— 

Marcidam losam lugebam ! 



Nox erat: ccelamque et mare 

Caligo commiscebat ; 
Parpureis alia Psyche 

In cymbam descendebat: 
Amato proxima flori 

AI4 fiaccescente sidit; 
Unique languentes mori 

Eadem bora utrosque vldit 
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Oh no: we never mention Her! 

Her name is never heard : 
My lips are now forbid to speak 

That once-familiar word. 
From sport to sport they hurry me. 

To banish my regret ; 
And, when they win a smile from me. 

They think that I forget. 



They bid me seek in change of scene 

The charms, that others see : 
But, were I in a foreign land. 

They'd find no change in me. 
Tis true, that I behold no more 

The valley where we met ; 
The hawthorn-tree no more I see — 

But how can I forget ? 



They tell me, she is happy now. 

The gayest of the gay ; 
They say,' that she forgets me — ^but 

I heed not what they sayi 
Like me, perhaps she struggles with 

Each feeling of regret: 
But, if she once has loved like me. 

She never can forget. 
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10. 



Ah ! Ejus nunqaam mentio fit, 

DelMsiletur: 
Nomen — ^tam notum olim — fari 

Haud mi conceditor. 
Ad varios me lusus trahunt, 
^ Ne defleam Bortem ; 
Et sicub) snbrisero, 

Credunt immemorem. 



Loco mutato at gaadeam. 

Par ceteris, monent: 
A.t, ut peregrd absim, mei 

Mutatum nil cement. 
Convallem, qu& conyenimus, 

Fnistri quidem quaero, 
Fagumque: — at obliviscier 

Ah! quo queam modoP 



lUam felicem predicant, 

Imm6 alacerrimom; 
Nostriimque — at^aud putavero-— 

Ai&rmant oblitam. 
Premit dolorem forsitan, 

Ut no8;'amaverit 
At ut no8, obliviscier 

Ah! nunquam poterit 
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XI. 



The bridal is over, the guests are all gone ; 
The bride's only sister sits weeping aJone : 
The wreath of white roses is torn from her brow. 
And the heart of the Bride-maid is desolate now ! 



With smiles and caresses she decked the fair bride. 

And then led her forth with affectionate pride : 

She knew, that together no more they should dwell ; 

Yet she smiled when she kiss'd her, and whisper'd 'Farewell.' 



She would not embitter a festival day. 

Nor send her sweet sister in sorrow away : 

She hears the bells ringing ; she sees her depart — 

She cannot veil longer the grief of her heart 



She thinks of each pleasure, each pain, that endears 
The gentle companion of happier years ; 
The wreath of white roses is torn from her brow, 
And the heart of the Bride-maid is desolate now ! 
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11. 



Convivs sponsolibus abi^re ; 
Sponse soror unica ilet miser^ : 
Di£|jectd coroll4, rosa alba jacet, 
Et Pronuba sola relicta dolet 



Qudm blandula man^ complexa torsit 
Capillos ! fords quim superba duxit ! 
Victura deinceps, heu ! procul erat — 
'Vale* at osculo ridens submurmurabat 



Foedare nolebat gemendo diem ; 
Sororem nolebat abire tristem — 
Campana ah ! sonat, deamataque abit !- 
Haud ultrd dolorem deserta premit 



Annos reminiscitur actos und, 
£t utrique communia lasta, dura ! 
Disjectd corolld, rosa alba jacet, 
£t Pronuba sola relicta dolet. 
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XII. 



Oh ! am I not a lover still ; 

In heart and soul the same. 
As when I sought your bower first. 

And leamM to breathe your name? 
Oh ! look I not as proud of you ? 

Oh ! speak I not as kind? 
And, when I leare you, do I not 

Leave joy itself behind ? 



The love I offer'd long ago 

Is but matured by time. 
As tendrils round their chosen bough 

Cling closer as they climb. 
Then am I not a lover still ; 

In heart and soul the same. 
As when I sought your bower first. 

And learn'd to breathe your name ? 



■-tJiigrtizea- 
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12. 



Ah ! nonne idem quod anted 

Cor est. Chide, mihi ; 
Te primilim ubl vidi, et tuum 

Nomen susurravi P 
Te nonne stupeo ceu priiJis, 

Lsetusque colloquor P 
Te quando linquo, ah ! gaudium 

Nonne omne linquitur P 



Oblatus olim longo amor 

Maturuit die : 
Sic quo altiilks scandunt, magls 

Vites ligant arct^. 
Nonne erg6 idem quod anted 

Cor est, Chloe, mihi ; 
Te primilkm ubi vidi, et tuum 

Nomen susurravi P 
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XIII. 



Ob ! say not, 'twere a keener blow 

To lose a child of riper years \ 
You cannot feel a father's woe. 

You cannot dry a father's tears. 
The girl who rears a sickly plant. 

Or cherishes a wounded dore. 
Will love them most, when most they want 

The watchfulness of love. 



With thoughts of peril, and of storm, 

We see a bark first touch the wave ; 
But distant seems the whirlwind's form. 

As distant — as an infantas grave. 
Though all is calm, that beauteous ship 

Must brave the whirlwind's keenest breath : 
Though all is calm, the infant's lip 

Must meet the kiss of death. 
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13. 



Natas adultas ne crepes 

AcerbiuB qu6d dt morf : 
Ah ! continere nee potes 

Luctus parentis, nee pati. 
Quse languidam plantain fovet, 

iEgram eolumbam quae genlt, 
Magis fovebit et gemet, 

Opus hoc magis quo sit. 



Ub) ratiB primikm natat, 

Horret quis nndosum mare : 
At lequd abesse huic putat 

Procellam> et Haden parvute. 
Ut sit quies, acrem in Notum 

Ausura navis labitur : 
Et parvulifi labelluium 

Mora oeculabitur. 
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From the ANTHOLOGIA. 



I. 

E»Ti T»?, 'H^axXfiTs, reoy /lAO^y, 15 h /Af ^»k^v 

Hyocyvfj f/uty»jo-9'*j» ^oav»Kki a/m^oTEfot 
'HXiOv i» Xfo*;^!;! xartiva-otfAtV aXX» oi; /uifv wot;, 

'Ai ^f rseu ^eMvo'tv atitfovs;, nriv va,mtif 
'A^axTYi^ Al'^ti; ovx nr* X'*?^ PoXh, 

{Callimackus.) 
II. 
Ov y»jiM9 »XX* Ai'^ay fTiyv/Li^»^»oy KXio^ara 

Aff»TO, 7a^fy»»( oiftfjietra Xt/ofAEf»' 
AfTi yot^ 'wTTs^wi yt//Li^»( nr* ^»xXio-(y c»;^Euy 
Aon'ot, xa» ^oXa^y tv\»TaytvvTo ^^cu' 
Hwo( ^oXoXvyjLioy avix^a^oy, ex ^ V/xfya«o; 

*Ai ^avrou xcm ^vyyoq tie^^ovxovif va^ Trttarv 
risuxou, xeu ^^ijuuy^ vs^iv cf cuyoy o^oy. 

III. 

T»iy iv ifjiiv arnXnv Tra^fuiStOy /uiute /lie ;^a(^!iy 

£i«'«y, /Lt»I&* OOTi^y /Lt»I TtyOJ i^STCiO-Ot^* 

H /Liy) T9iy ayvE»$ TEXEO-at; o^oy* t)y ^s toe^ eXSvi; 
Ziyip, jui,9|}'ovr«; if}y »yvE*; teXeo-om;. 

IV. 

'llflO; EiXE 07 9r06OT«J, flMrf^Wf E*Xe OT TV/UlCo^y 

£v3aXE»y XeBfirwy ay^o;, Ayoorofro^ti* 
£0* yEyETHf , eroi 7rtKf» vocii xctra ^ax^veb XhSu^ 

£01 rax^ ^^ vo^ifjLtvi ^eui^vx^u ftxvvf, 
Ov ya^ oXoy \v7LaSwnct ^imv<ro^ ^X^ avvivvov, 
AXX' Exx0u^EXEr»y ^iv xarsx^i art rec^o^* 

(Julianus,) 
V. 

TOUTO TO V|jUbETE^fl$ jUbytljUbUVoy, EiX^XE £«b(yE, 

*H XiSo; »i fjuK^ T»i5 |Ltey«X*jj ^iXitij, 
A«* fnTDcTfti o-r oo; ^, h ^tfAiq iv ^^(|LiEyo(0-(, 

TOU A»)^»JJ fTT* E/iAO» jLttJ Ti "ynr,^ t/^flfrTO?. 
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IMITATED. 



1. 
I heard thy fate, loved friend, and dropped a tear : 
Rush'd on my mind the scenes of many a year, 
When on our chat sun after sun went down — 
But thou hast long heen dust — ^thy days are flown ! 
Yet still thy songs survive; nor those shall Doon;, 
All-spoiler he, with withering touch consume. 

2. 

Her virgin zone unloosed, Cleora's charms 
Death clasps, stem bridegroom ! in his iron arms. 
Hymns at the bridal valves last night were sung ; 
Last night the bridal roof with revels rung — 
This mom the wail was raised ; and, hushM and low. 
The strains of joy were changed to moans of woe : 
And the bright torch, to Hymen's hall which led. 
With mournful glare now lighted to the dead* 

3. 
Pass quickly, traveller, pass unhail'd my tomb ; 
Nor ask, or who I was, or sprung of whom : 
Or ill befall thy way !— but ill befall 
Thy way, if not a word thou breathest at all ! 

4. 
Thine, Laura — thou, of every grace the bloom ! 
Were timely spousal, and untimely tomb. 
Tears> bitter tears, thy spouse, thy husband shed ; 
In tears shall melt the boatman of the dead — 
Scarce one short year to marriage-joys allow'd. 
Thy sixteenth summer wraps thee in thy shroud. 

5. 
Memorial of our loves, this slender stone 
Records a mighty friendship past and gone. 
Still shall I seek thee — ^Thou, if so 'tmay be. 
Sip not of Lethe, as thou think'st on me. 
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VI. 

" Kou T^iTov oyT^iXov, Ao^xaK« etiretrra' tj 8;^i. 

* MtixcTi jbicXXe, verov — fi^XV /**** fit^?(V> Aa^jwe?, e»»«*x»V- 

• n^oorde; ^ OK u^Mt yatXflH " /m cuXXoif ^ir* Xn^ — 

' M«i ^uiov retit WKfra XtyW muto* r* en, Ae^x*;, 



vn. 



(Meleoffer,) 



Elf rre /uuy ro*iK oeyui^ ^iiMto'iroXMi;* 
" 'HfArni^ ScfflMTcuMt f vt^v wrc* rut St t*( fv^Hy 

" AXXoT^ny TU9CU Xor^y nrMTo^HtAio^ 
*' 2Uv|ty w ^M^otnewni' rtxfy ^vro vcuiloK cxofM* 

'* — KoM Tty* ^vXfO»y wo-* ^x«uor<^ ;" 
'Of Yor* /t^i^n^iih *^ f^^oKc fitSxow Ixobothv, 

EiVfy nriaTfh]^*^ yv^y tv»axi;y*oy* 
" H aw, ti T» iXoyr* Tctiy ^t^veuvav, avayxn 

** AovXfvny xnvov^, »y x^^' if c^cu;* 
'' Ai^Eo ^'fu/A<yiayra ^ticoo^aroXoy, aM>|^ ^oranoMiif 

" f w^y a^wTi^y — u yi ^ixeua Xeyttf /' 

(AffiUhiai*) 

vin. 

Em(^$ 9|y&M ftiy TO v^tf *^^», yyy ^cy» ^00^ 

KaXX^^m; o^SwoM nr* x|or«^»0'» yvyouxo; 
hM'iWy 9} lUfjLVHV fi^tyoy nfXtoy. 

IX. 

YoM^Tfta xflu Xtm; $«^ dvnvoXiiif* 
Au^My loyiov yof et» vXcbtv xv^ ti^ho'v^ 
£ff'cv^«y ti/ACTC^tif xoXtov «$ Ei$e9tfi;. 
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" Go tell her, Dorcas — tell her o'er and o'er — 

" Twice, thrice repeat it — hasten to her door — 

" Tarry not — fly — yet stay, a moment stay — 

" Dorcas, with half thy tale why post away ? 

"Add to what first — my babbling" I recall — 

" Say nothing, save that I — yes, tell her all — 

" All — every word — but, Dorcas, why send thee ; 

" When with thee to her door I've come unconsciously?'^ 

7 
Brief a pale client visited one day. 
To ask advice — " My maid. Sir, ran away : 
" A neighbour took her in ; and, known as mine, 
" Has dared in wedlock with his man to join : 
" To him she has borne children, two or three — 
" Say, Sir, to whom belongs this progeny ?" 
The lawyer mused, and ransack'd all his lore. 
His brow with many a wrinkle furrowM o'er — 
*' Either to you, or him who did the wrong, 
" The babes of whom you speak of course belong : 
" With friends then on your jury, you'll not fail 
" To gain your cause — if quite correct your tale." 

8. 
Roses of yore soft spring disclosed ; but now 
Our damask petals in mid winter blow : 
To thy near bridal thus fit offering, 
Upon thy birth-day, joyously to bring. 
On Beauty's temples happier station ours. 
Than to await spring's slow-advancing hours. 

9. 
Goddess of surf and shore, those cakes receive — 
*Tis all thy humble votary has to give : 
To-morrow o'er the broad Ionian main 
I haste, to clasp my Chloe's charms again. 
My love, my canvas ask thy favouring breeze — 
Venus, bright queen of spousals and of seas. 
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X. 

Avreu fvv t^tovciv A^«|y«»«i rt xeu *H^, 

(Antipater,) 



MISCELLANEOUS. 



I. 

A cantesa eran venuti 
Gli occhi azzurri e gli occhi nerL 
A, " Occhi fieri Jieri e muti — " 
A*. " Occhi azzurri non ttificeri — *' 
A. " Color hruno color mesto — " 
A". " A cangiar Vazzurro e presto — " 
A, " Siamo immagine del cielo — " 
A*. " Siamo faci sot to a un velo — " 
A, " Occhi azzurri han Palla e Gluno 
A^. " E Ciprigna e d*occhio bruno** 



S^avrian dette anche altre cose. 

Ma fra loro I* A mar si pose ; 

Decidendo ianta lite 

In tai note, che scolpite 

Per sua cenno ha un pastor fido 

Sopra un codice di Gnido: 

" II primato in questi, o in quelli, 

" Non dipende dal colore ; 
" Ma quegli occhi son piti belli, 

"Che rispondono pii\ al core." 
(Bertola.) 



^igittzet 
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10. 
Lo ! where fresh rising from her mother-sea 
Venus, Apelles' toil, appears to thee ! 
From her grasp'd hair, with brine all dripping yet. 
She wrings in glittering drops the foamy wet 
** No more with thee" — Minerva, Juno cry — 
*^ Contest we now the palm of victory." 



IMITATIONS. 



1. 
Arose, erewhile, a fierce dispute — 
Eyes were the parties^ black and blue : 
*' Haughty," cried these, " are you and mute"- 
'* And you," retorted those, " untrue" — 
Blue. " Black dyes of death and sorrow tell — " 
Black. " And azure tints are changeable — " 
Bltte, " Ours is the colour of the skies — " 
Black, " A shrouded torch within us lies — " 
Blue. " Juno*s, Minerva's eyes are blue — " 
Black. " But Venus boasts the darker hue." 



More bickering would have been disclosed. 
Had not sweet Cupid inteq>osed 
(Fit umpire he of such disquiet !) 
And in those words pronounced his fiat- 
Words noted by a gentle swain. 
On leaf of rose from Cnidus ta'en : 
" Vain your strife, if black or blue 

" Surest lance love's fatal dart; 
" Brightest they, whatever their hue, 

" WJuch interpret best the heart." 



^ 
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ir. 

Disse Giove a Cupido ; 
" Che 8i fanciuUo infido, 
" Ch'io ti spennachio Pali, 
" E ti spezzo quell' arco e quegli 8tra]i ?*' 
"—Eh I Padre Altitonante, 
" Tante minaccie e tante ? 
" A quell che vedo, hai voglia di tomare 
^ A far due solchi in mare 
" CoUe coma di bove* — ** 
Disse Cupido a Giove. 

(Zaftpu) 

* 'O lAVf ir^; Toy E^Ttty " Bi X»i tm <ra mtr a^tTMj^uu.** 



III. 

Di se stessa inyaghita, e del sno bello, 

Si specchiava la Rosa 

In on limpido e rapido ruscello ; 

Quando d'ogni sua foglia 

Un' aura impetuosa 

La bella rosa spoglia. 

Cadder nel rio le spoglie : il rio fuggendo 

Se le porta correndo — 

E cosi la belti 

Rapidissimamente, oh Dio ! sen va. 

{Lemene.) 

IV. 
Taci, prendi in man Parco, 
Che la mia bella fera 
n mattino e la sera 

Qua sene viene. Ecco i vestigi, e*l varco ! 
Eccola, oime ! Drizzale un dardo al core. 
Tira, deb ! tira, Amore— 
Ah ! ben se' cieco ; hai me ferito, ed ella 
Si rinselva fuggendo, intatta e sneUa. 

(Remigio Fiorentino.) 
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2. 
Jove I heard to Cupid cry ; 
" Boy of trick and treachery, 
"What if I thy wings un feather, 
" And snap thy bow and shafts together !" 
— " Ha ! 8ir Thunderer, this to me ! 
" Taunts and menaces from thee ! 
" Thou methinks intend 'st again, 
" Horn'd as bull,* to plough the main — " 
Thus I heard the God of Love 
Bandy tlireats with father Jove. 

* Thus Jove to Cupid at his ciistum'd play ; 
" Mischievous boy ! those shafts I'll take away :" 
*' Dare hut tu growl one thunderous note, again 
" (The winged urchin cried J thou*Jt float a swan^" 

Hung o'er a clear and rapid brook 

A Rose, w ith self-enamour'd look. 

Gazed on her charms — when, fierce and strongs 

A breeze the torrent swept along ; 

Tore each fair petal from it*s stem. 

And strew*d their fragrance on the stream. 

The stream upon it's ruffled flood 

The fading petals hurried on : — 
And thus, but for a moment view'd, 

Is Beauty's self admired — and gone ! 



4. 

Thy bow in silence, Cupid, seize; 

For hither strays each eve, each mora. 

The deer that holds my chace in scorn : 

See this her path, her footsteps these. 

And lo she comes ! Quick, pierce her heart — 

Quick, quick — or ere her foot depart 

— Blind God ! thy shaft has stricken me : 
She to the woodlands green bounds back, unscathed and free. 
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V. 

Amor volea schemir la Primavera 
Sulla breve durata e passeggiera 
Dei vaghi fiori snoi : 
Ma la bella Stagione a lui rispose ; 
" Forse i piaceri tuoi 
" Vita piik lunga avran delle mie rose 1" 

Latini, 

" Flores quos medio e sinu profundis — " 

Sic Ver est Amor (ut fenmt) locatos — 

" Vix fulgore oculos ferire, nares 

" Vix contingere suavi odore possunt : 

" Qua8 nasci hora videt, videt perire !" 

Huic Ver contri, ut in hortuli rosetis 

Ludebat, nimis acriter jocanti 

Respondit ; " Tua scilicet corolla, 

^ Quam nectis juvenam choris gerendam, 

" Nostris vitam aget heu rosis n^ratam !'' 

F. IV, 

VI. 
Ve* ! qui Torquato, dagli affanni stanco 
E dall 'aspre fatiche 
Lasso posava il fianco ; 
E^n queste selve delle Muse amiche 
Alberghi scelse solitarj e fidi : 
Qui di Sireni ancor lo stuol s'ag^ra, 
E dentro all' aurea lira 
Fan nido i cigni dai sonanti lidi. 

Ma tu dal freddo clima o dall' adusto 
Che arrivi, peregrin^ lieto e bramoso 
In atto rispettoso 

TMnchina a questi marmi, e al sacro busto 
Di costui, del Sebeto omevol vanto, 
Spargi fior dalle man, dagli occhi 1' pianta 

(T. T. Matkias.) 
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"Thy flowers," one day cried Love to Spring, 
" Scarcely survive their blossoming : 
" Fleet one short month, frown one dark sky, 
"They in their very cradle die !" 
Lightly sweet Spring the taunt retorted. 
As in her bower, all bloom, she sported ; 
— " And will the joys thy reign discloses, 
" Flourish longer than my roses ?" 



6. 

Here in these groves, of every Muse the haunt. 
By life's rough tempests shattered and opprest, 
Torquato from his toils aspired to rest ; 

And in their sheltering bowers, lone habitant. 

Has found safe refuge. Here their magic quire 
Still the sweet Sirens hold ; and, by the side 
Of echoing streams, the swan in stately pride 

Nests 'mid the strings of the melodious lyre. 



Then, stranger, whether from the icy pole — 
Buoyant of heart — or where the blazing noon 
Scorches swart Afric's race, thou sojoum'st here, 
To this bright marble bow thy reverent soul. 
And o*er the bust of glorious son 

Strew pious flowers, and shed the holy tear. 
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A LA MARECHALE DE MIREPOIX. 



Quoi ! vous parlez des cheveux blancs ! 
Laissons, laissons courir le Tems — 

Que nous importe son ravage ? 
Les tendres coeurs en sont exempts ; 
Les Amours sont toujoura enfans, 

Et les Graces sont de tout age. 

Pour moi, Themire, je le sens, 
Je suis toujours en men printems, 

Quand je vous offre mon hommage : 
Si je n'avois que dix-huit ans, 
Je pourrais aimer plus long tems, 

Mais non pas aimer d'avantage. 

(Le Due de Nivernois,) 



Jam brumd veuiente prseterivit 
^stas mollior, et cadunt ab altis 
Frondes arboribus : tepor Favoni 
Immanes Boreae furentis iras 
Formidans abit ; ilium, agri voluptas, 
Canora? volucres sequuntur. Ergo 
Et nos dulcia rura deseramus ; 
Dum Ver, purpurea coma decorum, 
Reducat Zephyri tepentis auram. 
Horti, deliciae mea?, valete ; 
Fontes lucid uli, valete ; salve, 
Mihi.villula carior superbis 
Regum liminibus ! Recedo ; sensum 
Sed meuni hie animumque derelinquo. 

(J\L A. Flaminius.} 




Dfgitizea^ 
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What ! talk, love, of thy tresses gray ! 
Let time hold on his wonted way. 

We reck not how he rag-es : 
He works the tender heart no wrong — 
Trust me, the Loves are ever young, 

The Graces of all ages. 

For me, while sighing at thy feet, 
I feel my quicken'd pulses beat 

With all their spring's first madness : 
Were brisk eighteen mine own again, 
I longer, sweet, should Mear thy chain- 
Not with intense r g-ladness. 



Summer's last lingering rose is flown, 
The leaf has withei-'d from the tree : 

I hear the coming winter moan 
Through the sad forest sullenly. 

The North- wind's rage soft Zephyr flies ; 

And all the songsters of the grove, 
Borne on his wing, 'mid brighter skies 

Trill their sweet lays of joy and love. 

Then quit we, too, the rural plain — 
Till Spring, with coronal so gay. 

Woo bland Favonius back again. 
And chide his coy, his long delay. 

Farewell, ye flowers, ye streams ! and thou. 

My home than princely hall more dear. 
Seat of my souPs delight, adieu ! 
I go — but leave my spirit here. 



»mMk* * ■ 
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LINES 

Sbutxtt to if)t pernors 

OF 

THE REV. EDWARD WILLIAM BARNARD. 

His saltern accumulem donis. 

Farewell, blest Shade ! nor deem, though mute the lyre. 

No tears are shed for thee^ no sighs aspire 

To follow where thou lead'st the glorious way ! 

Great griefs conceal what lighter woes display. 

Deep is thy memory seated in this heart, 

Nor thence shall ever — save with life— depart. 

Oh ! could, like thine, my fingers sweep the shell ! 
When Time shall cast o'er me his soothing spell. 
And dry the sorrows that now flood mine eyes. 
As soft remembrances within me rise — 
Thy genius should not want it's equal fame ; 
Praise, deathless praise, should tend upon thy name : 
In each bright verse — were such rare talent mine — 
Should glow the Fair, the Grood — for those were thine : 
Thy wit, taste, fancy, should be hymn'd in turn ; 
Thy thoughts that kindle, and thy " words that bum :" 
As in thine own Flaminio, leam'd and sweety 
The Pure and Pious in chaste bond should meet : 
With lyric grace, or eleg:iac woe^ — 
Thine were both arts — th' alternate strain should flow ; 
And the light world, lesson'd for once by me. 
Should feel and mourn what it has lost in thee. 

— ^It may not be — too weak the faltering song 
To match thy worth, might haply do thee wrong : 
Panting to see thee girt with glory's ray, 
I would not mar it by my tear-dimm'd lay. 
Time's hastening hand shall stamp thy sure renown. 
And for thy temples weave his greenest crown : 
While, as around thy fame's proud echoes swell, 
Our tender thoughts shall on thy virtues dwell ; 
And, pleased to mark these earthly honours given. 
With holier rapture hail the wreath thou wear'st in heaven. 

R. Smithton, 1'rp. M»ltott. 



